56          A BROTHER'S GREETING
Their leaders died from accident or age. The homeward way was soon forgot.   The men, Their brothers o'er the ocean, thought them dead, At home grew civilized and Christianized, Caring no more to roam, but beat their swords To ploughshares and their spears to pruning-hooks.
So ages rolled away.   A race grew up, Half aboriginal, half Norse, that drove The red man distant and possessed the land ; Then, for they had no foes, grew soft with peace, And gentle, inoffensive, knew not war, But lived as do the Norsemen of to-day. Save that they we're not civilized, nor knew To till the ground.   Yet their descent was good. We boast the fraction of our Norman blood, The minute germ that makes us all we are. But of their blood, the half was purest Norse, And this the stronger half.   The red man's stock Was no whit worse than that of Saxon boor, The slow, dull ox who bore the Danish yoke With scarce a murmur, while the red man shed His last bright drop to fend hi& fathers' land.
These were our brethren of an elder branch. Of what we prize they had the fuller share. No bluest-blooded lord, nay, not the Queen, Can boast a strain so strong of old nobility.
Mark well the greeting of these brethren, long Divided, joining now in strong embrace,